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HE daughter is dend—starved to death
in a2 New York furnished room. Thne
mother lives, on the opposite slde of

f pontinent, though she tried to die by her
fn hand at the moment when the news of
P daughter's death reached her.

be father dled years ago, by the mother's

pd—becausa he would not divoree his wife

bestow his honored name upon this
gther and this daughter.

fhus, now for the first time, s explained
| mystery of tha always losing battle
wore out the life of one of the most
utiful and estimable women who ever
d the American stage—Lorralne Hollls.
fays, upon her spirits and upon the ma-
al elrcumstances of her daily existence,
'=.-u the blight of the Scriptural promisae:
‘The slng of the fathers shall be visited
o their children, even unto the third and
i generation.”
#t, borne up by her sense of her own
plonal freedom from responsibllity for the
Bdeeds of her parents, sbe kept up her
Bt to the end, Her great beauty and tal-
could not be denied. Lenbach, the
t German court palnter, declared she re-
bled Maxine Elllott, his ideal of a beau-
I woman. This beauty, and her abllity
R0 actress, enabled her to earn the atten-
,0f & man influentinl in the theatrical
ind for once, a few years before the
ithere was a single moment In which she
d she had trlumphed. BShe had been
b recelved by him. No other person
Pesent,
Aloly," said the man whose Influence
“you ghall have the position to
pur beauty and your talenta entitle
, I8 contract will be for five years—"
4 It all the burden of her emblttered.
i0g from her wearied hody. But the
L ber fate was leaning over, hiz face
Wuching hers, muttering something
:’ r Incredible.

8 that?" she asked, startled.
what you are to do,” he sald, “in
What I am to see {& done for you."
 lower tones, he repeated the con-

#ch had seemed lucredible.
| no miistaking the man's mean-
ime. Bhe blazed forth In her in-
¢ &nd rose to quit the place, He
udly, sneering:

21 Pus jJou? You, the nameless daughter
Falr and Judge Crittenden? Born
L aad reared by s murderess! Oh,
£8, preclous little innocent! Good-
celebra of the murder of Judge
tenden, while he was on a ferry-
| from San Francisco to Oakland,
Wife, returning after a long ab-
e Hant, was written Into the
brde and a fresh page turmed In
the vivid crimes of a vivid

& Falr's baby,” precocions by

i by the candor of the hirelings

ounded her {n her first three

_ ®, understood. The story was
CAPS ‘In her hearing.

.*:"r;',, Mir had been content with the

Maling of the jurist. Bhe had

_’“'“ fod by his admiration, been en-

he smoke from her mother’s pistol seemed to
giretch out through the years, full of cruel, hos-
eyes and ever forming itself into a baffling
ad that beat her always back from success.”

How the Old Biblical Law WWorked Out
for Lorraine Hollis, (Beauty, Actress and
Playwright), Whose Shadowed Life Has
Been Ended by Starvation in the Dery
Heart of Rich-New York

J('.EQD(»

riched by his generosity, ‘:Et when she
lcarned that his wite was “réturning from
ber proiracted vizit in the.Hast, the flame
of jealousy blazed in her breast. She begged
Judge Crittenden to leave his home before
his wife returned. He smiled at what he
termed her childishness. She !mplored him
to offer his wife a divorca. He explained
to her what restrictions of apparent con-
vention hadge around & man of his eminence
and his ambitiona, BShe knelt to him. He
grew impatient. Bhe rose and shot him.,

A crowd gathered about her. She was
hurried off to jalL A mob threatened to
try lyoching. On the mind of the eensitive
child were indelible photographs of the ig-
nominious events. TWhen her mother re-
turned, the child turned her cheek from her
kisses. One who saw the reunlon sald the
child's eyes were the largest and saddest
she had ever seen.

“They are the eyes of tragedy. She will
look always upon grief,” sald a woman who
knew sorrow, and whoese body was after-
wards found floating In San Franclsoo Bay.

Laurs Falr set up a littla home In the
Mlssion. She hired A new nurse and the
new nurss supplied all the facts the old
ones had overlooked in the grim story of
her mother’s Ilfe; while the woman, still
young and beauntiful, and desperate, was
earning her llvellhood and her child's by
slnging in the dance halls of the mining
camps.

And the child grew up. Often she sald
to the friends of that time that she wished
she had not. With tastes superlor to her
environment, with a apirit acutely sonsitive,
she suffered keenly from the little hurts of
life and dreaded the greater ones. And al-
ways over her lay the shadow of the mem-
orlea of her babyhood, a shadow thick,
black, impensetrable,

She went upon the stage and her beauly
won her a local fame, FPaclfic Coast theatre-
goers recall her Parthenla, her Camille, her
Frou-Frou, her Stephanie in "“Forget-Me-
Not,” and her Marina In “Mr. Barnes of New
York.,” She joined Willlam H. Crane's com-
pany and she played in Augustin Daly's com-
pany. BShe wrote dramas and melodramas,
—"The Panther's Trall,” “A Heart of Stones"
—she sald the title was what the world
neemed to her—and YA Woman Pays.” She
had thought, she sald, of giving the last the
titla, “The Daughter Pays."”

But for Lorraine Hollls success was brief.
For a time she starred, but her tours were
short. More money to carry her through
the one-night stands and make good the de-
ficita by bad business, more {nfluence to
“boom” the new-ricen star, for the stage is,
in this respect, much llke real estate, were
what she needed. They were offered her for
the prlce often eancted In that sphere of
glittering temptations, the stage. But she
could not bring herself to pay that price.

From the day of the scene with the man
of influence sbove described, her fight be-
came a hopeless one. Lorralne Hollls was
“blacklinted.” Managers recelved her Indif
ferantly or not at all. They had nothing for
her. They would never have anything for
Ier.

Maxine Eiliott's beauly spone more radi-
aotly for its brilliant setting. Lorraine

Hollls's, much resembling it, was
dulled by Its grim and gloomy
surroundings. Latterly she was
known as “The Lonely Lady." Al
ways those who knew her story
called her “The Child of Tragedy,”

She was a woman of
tenderest sympathies.
Onca she held an audi-

ence waltlng an hour
while she rescued =a
horse that was belng

beaten and kicked by its
driver,

“Four-footed beasts
have always been my
friends, but I detest two-
legged ones,” she sald,
as, arrlving so late, she
made her gmiling trem-
bling apology and expla-
nation to her audlence.

Into her humble last
home she gathered waif
dogs and lost cats. Tom,
a gray-striped mascot, she
carried with her to the
theatrs always.

For children she had
the love of motherhood
denled. She would stop

in the street before a
perambulator and look
with hungry, tear-wet

eyes at the rosy face be-
neath the canopy of lace,

Lorraine Hollis's health
falled raptdly under the

strain. She grew too
weak to go about. She
scribbled a little every

cats mewing piteously

or angrily about her. She looked often at
the portrait of a beautiful woman, but sha
never spoke of her. Sometimes she said:

“I will never escape it! It will be with
me to the end!"

At forty-two, Laura Fair's daughter was a
broken woman, an admitled fallure, for the
shadow wrapped her thickly around.

Many others had suid that to ber, and
Laura Falr's daushter had begun to hate all
men and to care for few women. Her heart
remained tender to children and animals, to
the stricken aud hopeless, She looked
oftener than ever at the portrait of her
mothar, of whom she never spoke.s Round
the flgure of the beautiful woman she saw
a shadow, broad and black and suffocating,
It was crushing her life.

They found her on a February morning
in the cold, dark room, her face lovely with

the beauty of n fading flower. The news
sped to the woman in San Francisco, Laura
Falr screamed and raged at fate. Those
who saw her recalled the tlgress woman of
forty-two years before who bad slain the
father of her child, who had been condemned
to the scaffold and had been finally permit-
ted to live and suffer the prolonged penalty
of a life filled with regrets.

8heo tried to end her life. Failing, she sald:
“Can God be so cruel as to visit the sins of
the mother upon the daughter? 1 cannot bee
lisve it.” But the dead woman knew,

Lorraine Hoilia When Siiec Was

Twenty-one.

A Rare Photograph from a Portrait of Mrs. Lawra D.
day, but hopelessly. She Fair, the Mother of Lorraine Hollis, Painted Just Before
gal often with her head She Killed Judge Crittenden, Whom She Accused of Being
in her hands, four walf the Father of the Unfortunate Girl.

1t was no casual coincidence that these
events occurred In the same week. They
held to each other the relation of cause and
effect. The woman who died was the daugh-
ter of the woman who tried to die. Out of
the black past had stalked a spectre that
beckoned both to death. The sin of the
mother was visited unon the daughter. By
the law of reaction the grlef of the daughter
was visited upon the mother, The daughter
dying because of the mother, the mother
had tried to dle because of the daughter.
Across the continent gped a story of love, of
vengeance, of the suffering and sacrifice of
the innocent, of retribution.

The story i1s one that shows how stronger
than environment may. In soma Instances, be
heredity, for by every external sign Lorraine
Hollis had a brilllant prospect for success.
She had beauty sc unusual that In a news-
paper contest she won the title of the most
beautiful woman in California, a State of
beautiful women. She had an {rresistible
charm. *“Every tlme she smiles she makes
a friend.” snid one of her euitors, a discarded
one, for as the shadow of her tragedy closad
around her, the beauty became a man hater.
She had a brilliant mind and worked with a
vast energy that kept her at work until the
day befora her death. Even while the shadow
under which she was born settled forever
upon Ler, never to NfL R passerby saw the
thin, pale, still lovely profils gllhouetted
against the window, and bent above & writing
pad, while her hands, thin nearly to trans-
parency, tremblingly guided a pencil. But
the memory of the ecrime was stronger than
ehe, In its shadow sha died,
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A Photograph of Lorraine Hollis When Trying
for Success Upon the Stage.
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Women Growing Manly

and Men

I' this moment, when the Eng-
A llsh Buffragettes are making

extra exertions to carry out
their threat to “mnke T.ondon unin-
babitable,” the contrast between
these Amazons and the lady-like
youth of the British Metropolls, has
evoked much newspaper comment.
Of the latter the Daily Sketch
snys:

There {8 a type of man that every
real man wants to klck It—one
cannot use the mascullne pronoun—
{s to be found chiefly in the nelgh-
borhood of Bond sireet, elther com-
Ing out of a halrdresser's establish-
menl or getting into a taxi-cab.

It seldom walks hecnbse Its leg
museles are barely strong enough
to bear the welght of its frail body.
but it can stand at a bar for falrly
long periods If its weight be sup-
ported by a cane and the rail of the
bar.

Straight drinks are too strong for
its dellcate constitution, so It rulns
what little health there Is within it
by imbibing the sort of drinks they
sell to women in the cafes.

Its greatest deslre in 1ife is not to
look like a man, and in this it 15 en.
tirely successful It  possesses
peither vigor nor bralos, and com-
pared with the “nut” it i8 an empty
shell.

You may recognize it by many
slgns. Its head 18 anointed with
violet-scented ofl; its body is encased
in corsets, and its feet in tight shoes
with high heels. It wears a shirt
of a materinl more suitable for a
woman's blouse, and it tells the time
of day by & woman's wristlet watch.

It bas to be born of weajthy
pareats, because i8 caunot werk fex
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§6 Lady-likE”

a llving. The world has no unse for
it, but Its money Is an nsset to West
End tradesmen.

The Dally Sketeh Inguired into
some of its habits. A tallor sald an
invarinble sign of effeminacy, so fag
as his trade was concerned, was a
desire for trimmings. Where a real
min would have plain brald the
effeminate ordered a Httle embrold-
ery. One customer had n large cloth-
ecovered butfon. simllar to those on
women's ulsters, where the ordinary
mun wonld have two plain bone but-
tons. The effeminate note in his
overcont was achleved by exag-
gerated skirts nnd a compressed
walst.,

But the real hall-marks of thé
empty shell are to be found in ita
night attire and tollet accessories.
It sleeps In s silk nightgown er
gorgeous pyjamas of the same ma-
terial, wears slilk slippers in the bed-
room, and crimps Its hair with eil-
ver-mounted curling tougs,

Often it has not sufficlent energy
to make Its tollet all at once, and
it trips Into n taxl-cab to be finished
off in Bond strect Here its fnce 18
covered with hot towels and after-
wards massaged with scented
creams. At the door of such &n &8
tablishment you may see it holding
np a stlck for a taxl-cab,

A clgarstte trembles from its weak{
mouth, and its emall w is puck-
ered in an attempt to Wolve the greal
problem of the day—what shall be
the aperitif, and where shall it ba
taken?

To the observer the greatest probd
lom the empty shell presents isu
What would happen to it if it I;ﬂ

by suppers of da stlokd




